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	Saving Grace

The shop is empty, not of mechanic parts, God no, there is enough junk and trash to fill a whole landfill and then some. No, there is a disappointing lack of people for a place he had heard so many good things about.

Levi let the door slam behind him, cutting off the stream of cool air that persisted. He wanders the shop a bit, gazing over the various trinkets lining the wall and the floor (much to his immediate dismay). With the only sound being the soft tick of a clock, it seems the store is rather empty.

That is, until the sharp clicking of wheels emerges from the garage, breaking his concentration on the rest of the store. He wanders back into the somehow messier room, carefully avoiding the slowly seeping pool of motor oil at the doorway.

"Hello?" he calls, spotting a pair of well-worn boots under the hood of a shockingly yellow sports car. There's a short pause, and the mechanic rolls out from under the car, wiping her hands on a filthy rag attaching to the side of her belt.

She sits up on the creeper and glances him over carefully. "Who are you?" she asks, finally making the move to stand up. She's almost a head taller than him, but almost everyone is, aren't they?

"Eren sent me." he replies simply, drawing out a folded note from the pocket of his jacket. Her eyes bore into him as he talks, only letting him out of their scrutiny when she takes the note. "He said you're the best for the job, and you owe him a favor."

Mikasa skims it lightly before ripping the paper up. He's about to protest, but she interrupts him, "Give me a week. It'll be done by then."

* * *

><p>"It's been two days, Levi." Mikasa snorts, holding her phone up with her shoulder while she continued working, "Actually, these things take more than three months to build, <em>with<em> help. You're lucky I had a spare model I was already working on."

"I was hoping that you maybe would finish it early. In the spirit of saving a few hundred people's lives?"

"Sure, yeah, I'm just going to devote all my time to this and forget I have a job that I'm getting paid for instead of working for free." she snaps, twisting the bolt tightly against the thick sheet of metal.

"I'm pretty sure someone's life is more important than your precious free time." he snarls back with equal passion, and the sound of something breaking is apparent, even through the phone.

"I didn't ask for this, Levi," she bites, no hesitation in her voice as she continues the argument with him, "I left the Corps years ago, and I never wanted _anything_ to do with it again. I didn't want to see those stupid wings, or get involved in the "fight for humanity", or whatever stupid shit they're spewing to get people to join. When I left, I didn't expect to be dragged back like _this_. You're lucky I even considered taking this job, so you're going to be happy with what I give you."

"You were barely a two years in, you haven't been through what I have!" His rage is a silent one, not screaming or yelling, more like a snake, waiting for the exact time to strike. But then again she's the exact same way.

"Oh really?" she asks, a short laugh following after, "I'm sorry that not everyone is oh-so-dedicated as you. I don't know, maybe almost getting decapitated, or inches from getting eaten alive is just too much for an average person like me!"

With that final word, she hangs up the phone and slides it a good few feet away from her, ignoring the harsh rings that picked up not too much later. "_Ignore._" she commands, letting the phone go silent for only a few seconds before the ringing then continues.

This happens a few more times before there is finally a break of silence, and she is able to collect her thoughts. For at least a little while. Instead, the answering machine clicks on, and his voice again fills the room.

"_I swear to fucking God Mikasa, if you don't pick up this phone right now I wi-"_

"Ignore."

Mikasa swears to this day she could hear his screaming all the way across town.

* * *

><p>"So, I'm guessing it isn't ready yet." Levi asks, pulling up a chair by her bed and setting the mug on the nightstand.<p>

Mikasa coughs, picking up a pillow and throws it at him. "I'm fucking sick, what do you think?" she groans, picking up the cup to take a sip from it, "And guess what it's from? Staying up to finish working on your stupid project."

He only awkwardly looks away, running a hand through his short locks. "Yeah, sorry about that. For expecting you to be done so quickly," he finally mutters, barely able to be heard, "I shouldn't have expected you to just be working on what I had asked. You do have a job."

"You're actually apologizing?" she asks, snickering under her breath, "Maybe I'm just hallucinating. This can't actually be happening, with all the stories I've heard, the great Captain Levi is never wrong."

"Just drink your fucking medicine, dammit."

He never admits this ever happened.

* * *

><p>"So you actually were once part of the Corps?" Levi asks, handing her a wrench as he sat on her workbench, "Who would've thought?"<p>

"And what's that supposed to mean?" Mikasa replies, giving him a fixed stare as she takes the wrench and tightens the bolts, "But it was a long time ago. It was just on some stupid whim because of Eren. I didn't want to see him killed, and I didn't plan and doing much else with my life." She sighs, wiping her oil-covered hands on the front of her shirt, much to his displeasure.

He glances over her, scanning her exposed skin for-

"You're looking for the tattoo?"

Looks like he's caught in the act.

She rolls up the long right sleeve of her shirt, and there it is, the brilliant white and blue set of wings, imprinted right on her shoulder. Complete with the standard serial number printed right below.

319.

Levi brushes his fingers over it, with curiousity as if he had never seen such a symbol before. (Though he had his own right in the middle of his back.) "Why didn't you get it removed?" he asks, tracing over the numbers softly. 319. She was an early-comer, the number of the recruits nowadays were up in the hundred-thousands.

"Memories, I suppose," Mikasa answers, brushing his fingers away and rolling her sleeve back down, "Besides, what would the people taking it off think? They'll assume I deserted." She finishes up on the roll of bolts, twisting them tight against the sheet of metal. "What about yours?" she asks, facing him, "Let me see it."

He obliges, turning around and lifting up the back of his shirt for her to see. "It's a lot bigger than mine," she muses aloud, "And with black ink too, or is that personal preference for the "lone wolf of the Corps"?" He knows it's a rhetorical question, she should know that times are always changing.

"So you're number 83." she mutters, "You know, there were stories about you, back in Training. They spread rumors about a guy who was supposedly the strongest man alive and was the last hope against the Titans."

"They didn't even know my name, huh?"

"I guess they wanted more of an ideal than a real person," she hums, pulling the back of his shirt down for him, "They'd be disappointed if they learned that the legendary 83 was a short midget like you."

Levi is about to turn around to argue with her, but is kept still when her forehead comes into contact with his back. "Brat, what the fuck are y-" he's soon interrupted by the sound of soft snoring.

Looks like he's not going to be going anywhere soon.

* * *

><p>"It's fucking huge." he whistles, staring in awe of the 100ft giant, barely able to fit into the large warehouse, even when in a crouched position. "The others are going to be so fucking jealous when they see how much bigger this thing is."<p>

"The basic model took 5 years, with help," Mikasa replies, crossing her arm as she looks up at her work proudly, "Finishing details were a personal project before you came looking for it." Her fingers trace over the smooth metal, checking over the perfectly painted lines.

She hurls the keys at him, which he catches inches from his face, still distracted with how fucking _huge_ this thing is. Well, it's probably nowhere near the height of the Colossal Titan, but still, the thing was pretty damn tall.

"What's its name?" he asks, already climbing up to get into the pilot's seat, "I mean, assuming you named it already."

"The name's Unit-00, but I've been calling it "Little Shit" for a while now."

"You know, I think it fits."

* * *

><p>"They're here." Mikasa growls, shaking Levi awake, "Get in the damn robot, Levi, the Titans are here." Once she's satisfied with shaking him awake, she throws his uniform at him, obviously impatient with how slow he's moving.<p>

Shit, where is he? He bolts up in the bed, eyes immediately shifting around the room. Oh, right, he had crashed on her couch after taking the "pet project" out for a test drive.

Wait, what was that about Titans? He's suddenly moving a little faster, pulling on whatever she threw at him and grabbing the keys off the table. "You gonna be alright?" he asks, pausing before getting into the cockpit.

Mikasa snorts, rolling her eyes. "Just fucking go."

"Unit-2237, requesting backup at Sector A4. Code Black, I repeat, Code Black." The voice crackles over the headset, only traces of panic hinting in their voice.

"Copy, Unit-2237, this is Operator 306, sending Unit-00 and Unit-51. Do you copy?"

"Copy." Three voice confirm, and the line goes silent.

Levi swears under his breath, while it seems the humans have gotten an upgrade, it seems as if the Titans have as well. Most to all of the sightings have been abnormals, not the mindless Titans they were used to fighting.

"Brigade-0362, Code Purple, Sector B17 has been completely taken over." The voice eventually fades, leaving a lingering static over the communication line before cutting out completely.

Levi begins to panic. B17, That's where Mikasa is. He shifts his Unit into gear and grabs the communication piece. "This is Unit-00, Code Green. I'm heading back to Sector B17."

"This is Operator 524 to Unit-00, Code Green is _not _authori-"

Levi shuts off the line and races towards the sector, with only one thing repeating itself in his mind.

"_She better not be fucking dead."_

* * *

><p>"Mikasa!" he calls, opening the cockpit once the Unit is lowered, "Where the fuck are you?! Answer me!"<p>

The building, or whatever is left of it, is in miserable condition, just like every other damn building in the area. It's still somewhat standing, the frame is still there, but the top floor is missing, leaving half of a level, covered in rubble and debris.

"Where the fuck are you?" he screams, tearing through the broken wood and fallen bricks to find her, "Mikasa, answer me!"

"God, Levi, shut the fuck up." Her voice sounds strained, tired, like she's already given up. It doesn't sit right with him, Mikasa Ackerman doesn't just fucking give up.

He immediately turns towards her voice, rushing over to heave away the rubble covering her. His heart is racing, not knowing what he's going to find when he's done clearing away the trash. If she's going to be healthy, or… Or not.

And she's not. Oh God, she's not. Levi isn't a doctor, but he's smart enough to know that you're supposed to have _two _arms. "Fuck, Mikasa, stay with me, alright?" he mutters, desperately trying to hide his panic, "I'm going to get you help, everything's gonna be okay."

"Levi, just let me sleep, alright?" she groans, opening her eyes to squint at him, "I'm just… Really tired. Let me have this, then I can fix Unit-00."

"Don't you fucking dare sleep, Mikasa, I swear to God, I wi-"

"I'm sorry, Levi." she laughs bitterly, "I'm just sorry."

* * *

><p>"Hey, nurse! She's coming to!" Levi shouts, recoiling back in his chair when he sees her eyes open, "Hurry up! She's waking up!"<p>

"God, Levi, can you not shout?" she groans, forcing herself to sit up while adjusting to the bright hospital lights. "I swear, I-" She's interrupted when she's brought into a hug, his face pressed into her shoulder and arms wrapped tightly around her.

"Yeah, yeah," she laughs, "I missed you too."

* * *

><p>Neon Genesis Evangelion inspired, but hopefully not too similar.<p>

Actually, this was a part of a Secret Santa exchange about two years ago and for the life of me I can't remember who I gifted it to and what I titled it initially. Whoops.

Fun facts! The happy ending was initially not part of the story, but I added it because I didn't want to be sad and the codes used by the Units and Operators are based on the real color codes used in the anime. Ayyyyy party.

Also, get in the fucking robot, Shinji.
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End file.
